ROBESPIERRE
not have received these poisoned arrows without
emitting a savage roar and striking back at the attacker.
But Barnave was, after all, not a Mirabeau. He thought
of the intimate conversation he had had with the
Queen, when he had accompanied the royal family back
to Paris after its flight, of his intention to be still further
useful to her, bit his lip and said nothing.
Finally the day arrived when Louis XVI was to
appear before the Assembly arid solemnly swear fealty
to the new code. The Constitutionalists—contradictory
as always in their attitude towards the Crown—decided
that while taking the oath the King should stand bare-
headed, while the deputies should remain seated and
covered. When Malouet, the royalist leader, objected to
the puerility of this procedure, one of the radical
deputies remarked that Monsieur Malouet should be
permitted to listen to the King on his knees, if he felt
like it. Before we condemn the Assembly too severely,
it is well to remember that not so many years before it
was precisely that position the commoners were forced
to assume when listening to the King. Louis managed
to go through the humiliating ceremony without in-
cident, but back at the palace burst into tears of hurt
pride.
The honours of that day were for Robespierre and
Petion. As the deputies filed out after adjournment, the
immense crowd gathered outside stood, necks craned,
watching for the appearance of the two radical leaders.
They came out together, and had no sooner been
sighted, than a deafening cheer went up. Handker-
chiefs waved, hats were flung in air. A Committee
stepped forward, and in the name of the people of Paris
presented each with a laurel wreath. The two friends
responded with a few words of thanks, and, to escape
from over-enthusiastic admirers, climbed into a hack-
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